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The contention of the two famous Houfes, 

Alar me s. Enter Warwicke. 

tY'ar. Sore fpent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me downe a little while to breathe, 

For ftrokes recciude,arid many blowes rep aide. 

Hath robd my ftrong knit finewes of their ftrength, 

And force perforce,needs muft I reft my fclfe. 

Enter Edward. 

Edw. Smile gentle heauens, or ftrikevngentlc death, 

That \vc may die vnleffe we gaine the day : 

What fatall ftarre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the harmclcffe line of Y orkes true houfe / 

Enter Cjeorge, 

Cjeorge. Qomt brother comc,lets to the field againc, 

For yet there’s hope enough to win the day : 

Then let vs backeto checre our fainting Troopes, 

Leaftthey retire nowwehaue left the field, 

IFar. How now my Lords,what hap ? what hope of good ? 

Enter Richard running. 

Rjch.Ah IParwicke, why haft thou withdrawne thy fclfe? 
Thy noble father in the thickeft throngs, 

Clide ftill forlVarwicke,)\\$ thrice valiant fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet, 

And many wounds made in his aged breft, 

And as he tottring fate vpon his ftcede,. 

He waft his hand to me, and cridc aloud, 

Richard, commend me to my valiant fonne, 

And ftill he cri de,Warwicke rcuengc my death, 

And with thofe words he tumbled off his horfe. 

And fo the noble Salsbury gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 
lie kill my horfe, becaufe I will not flie: 

And heere to God of heauen 1 make a vow, 

Neuer to pafle from forth this bloudy field. 



Till 


Yorke rndLattcatfer. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

Edw, Lord Warwicke ,1 do bend my knees with thine. 

And in that vow now ioyne my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kings, 

Vouchsafe a gentle vi&ory to vs. 

Or let vs die before we lofe the day. 

George. Then let vs hafte to checre the fouldiors harts. 

And call them pillars that will ftandto vs, 

And highly promife to remunerate 
Their trufty feruice,in thefc dangerous warres. 

Rich.Come,come away,and ftand not to debate, 

For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

Brothers, giue meyourhands,and let vs part 
And take our lcaues,vntill we meetc againc. 

Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept, now melt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire mifliaps continue fo. 

>*/£%, farewell. 

JP<*r.Away,away,oncc more fweet Lords farewell. 

Exeunt ottim, 

Alar met t and then enter Richard at one do ore, 
and Cliffordat the other. 

Rich.h Clifford ,a Clifford. 

Clif.S. Richard ,a Richard. 

Rich. Now Clifford, for Yorke and young Rut lands death. 
This thirfty fword that longs to drinke thy bloud, 

'Shall lop thy limbes,and dice thy curfed heart. 

For to reuenge the murders thou haft made.- 

£7/f,Now Richard, I am with thee heere alone. 

This is the hand that ftab’d thy father Yorke, 

And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

And heere’s the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And cheeres thefc hands thatflew thy Sire and Brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy felfe, 

And fo hauc at thee. 

M % Alarms 
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